VIII
SEGOVIA
IT was already evening when I set out for Segovia in
the company of a muleteer who, his business in Avila
over, was returning to his home near S* Ildefonso in the
Sierra de Guadarrama, Leaving the city by the Aldzar
gate, night fell as we came through the last suburb out
on to the Madrid road, which we were to follow for a
certain distance, On every side the stony wilderness of
Avila stretched far away, littered with strange fantastic
ruins that in the luminous darkness of the southern
night seemed every now and then to rise up by the
roadside like threatening mutilated statues, or perhaps
an immense multitude of lepers that in unfriendly silence
watched us pass by, My companion spoke but little,
and I, overwhelmed by the strange and almost sinister
desolation, could not bring myself to break the immense
silence. So we went almost in fear on that lonely road
under the stars, passing at times through the cork woods
that fill the little valleys and cover the lower hills, where
the wind passing among the leaves seemed full of voices
beseeching impossible help, with unforgettable cries shrill
with disaster: a world awakened in the flight by the
fear of death,
For many hours we rode thus without speaking, my
companion a little in advance, the reins loose on his
mule's back, asleep as I thought, while lf excited by
the whisper of the wind or the beauty of the night or
the strangeness of that ancient way, sat upright in my
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